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My Matof, who evidently imagined me incapable of
answering this question, now sidled towards the throne
and said I did. The courtesy implied by the Shcrccf Js
offer was greater than might appear. On a summer
morning about the hour of cloven or twelve, the time
this happened, it is almost certain that all the milk in
Mecca will be sour. Here in the Palace, however, I got
some fresh from the cow (or goat). Tea was served in
little glass cups strangely like a certain brand lately
produced in America. Each held a protective plate of
silver to keep the heat, which was prodigious, off one's
hand. The Shereef used a China brew of real Oriental
excellence. Nobody spoke anything while we sipped,
for such is the etiquette. I awaited my host's questions,
but the latter first called to his servants: "Fetch the
Imam!"

About twenty minutes passed, during which I had a
real chance of studying the dignified chieftain, He
was the father of the present King Feisal of Iraq,
and a descendant of one of the most illustrious
families in Islam. Since the day I saw him he lost
the Shereef ate of Mecca in the turmoil of the
Great War. Recent pilgrims tell me that his successor
is much stricter even than he was, but I do not think
it easy for any Moslem to surpass Husein Ibn Ali in
orthodoxy.

A young man, the son who afterwards became the
ruler at Bagdad, looked in while I waited. He appeared
a good-looking, gentlemanly sort of fellow, with some-
thing of the British public-school manner about him.